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"Go to hell," said Gallus, and then, feeling very lonely,
added, " Sit down and help yourself."

Fabullus poured out an overbrimming cupful with shaky
hand, his tongue passing thirstily over his lips. "You're a
true friend. I'll never forget what you've done for me.
Well, here's to Caesar. If only he hadn't died, everything
would have gone all right. He'd promised me to fix things
up. I saw him only an hour before he died. Look here,
Fabullus, he said, speaking man to man, this fullery is yours,
he said, and yours shall it be."

"You're all wrong. Women are the curse. So nothing
Caesar could have done would have altered things."

"Been turned down, have you?" sneered Fabullus, taking
more wine. "Serves you right for spending your money
on Jews instead of giving her a present."

"She didn't turn me down," said Gallus, ferociously.
He wasn't going to have the world thinking Dolabella had
succeeded where he'd failed. After all, he could have
had her if he hadn't bungled everything, "I turned her
down. She's a fat trollop. I found her out. And how do
you think I'd know her in a crowd. She's got a mole on her
left buttock."

"Serves her right," said Fabullus, morosely, staring into
his cup, and whirling the wine round. "Serves her right
for touching a man like you. What's her name, if she
remembers it herself? "

" Cytheris is her name," boasted Gallus. "Yes, the famous
actress." He bellowed with laughter. "You didn't expect
a fellow like me to have had a woman of her name and figure,
did you? But I did, and I don't care who knows it. Cytheris.
Can you spell it?"

He called for a piece of chalk and drew the back view of
a woman on the wall, smearing a large star for the mole
and writing underneath: "Cytheris the bandy actre$s as
owned by Gallus the great poet."

"Don't you believe me now?" he asked, threateningly.

"Pd believe anything about women," replied Fabullus,
"even that they'd cuddle a man like you. Jews are the only
worse than women> and there's not much difference,
on a pig where she can*t look at it, and 3, Jew